The Trag^y of Hamlet 

we were two dayes old at Tea , aPirat of ve^y warlike appo^ntii 
mcnt gave us chafe.Findingour felves too flow ofiaile, weputoul 
a compelled valpurjaiid inthe grapple I boarded them : in the in-i 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip, lb I alone became their prifoner. 

They have dealt with meliketheGyies ofmercy, but they knew 
what they did ; lam todo a ttune for them.LettheKinghavethe 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much Ipeed as 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in thine eare will 
make thee dumbe, yet aie they much too light for the bord of the 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen. 
cram and GnyldenBerne hold their eoiirfe for EngUndjohhtva. I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So thatthoukmvfefithine, 

, Hamlet, 

Hora Come, I will make yon way for thefe your LetterSi 
Anddoe’tthelpeedierthatyou’may dire£l me: ' . 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt,' 

Enter King and . Eaertes, • 

Now muft your confcience my acquittance l^lc, : 

And you muft put me in your heart for 'friend,- 
Sith you have he3rd,and with a knowing eare, ' r;: ,ri 
That he which hath your noble father flaine ' ' i 

Purfued my life. . 

Z«?ifr.ltwellappeare5 ; but tell me. . . i .' 

Why you proceed not againft theie feates rl h a- • •_ '{t v; ; 

So criminall and capitall :ih nature,. • 

As by yqurfafety,greatne{re>wil3ome,all things elfc»- -■ • ' 

You mainly were-ftirr’d up. ' • • ’ ^ 

Ofortwolpeciallrealbns, : J 

W hich may to you perhaps feem much unfinncw-di • ''f'-' ; 

But yet to me tha’re ftrong'; the Queen his mother r 
Livesalmoftbyhislookes,andformy ielfe, ’ ' 

My vertueormyplague,beit either which, 
Sheisfbconclivetomy lifeandlbule, f , • 

That.ascheftarrcmpvesnotbutinhisSphere,'- 
IcouIdnotbutbyherrtheothermDtive''- 
Why to a publike count I might hot goe. 

Is the great love the gcnerall gender beare him, 



0/ Denmark e. * . C 

who dipping all his faults in their affe61ion, ■ 

Workelike the Spring that turneth wood toftonCy 
Convert his gyves to graces, lb that my arrowes . 

Too {lightly timbered for lb loved armes, 

Would have reverted to my bow againe, 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

l,aer> And ib I have a noble father loft, 

A filler driven into delperafe tearmes. 

Whole worth, if prai fes may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfeftions : but my revenge will come. 

Eing‘ Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinks 
That we are made of ftuffc fo flat and dull, 

That we can let our beards be fliooke with danger, 
i^nd thinke it paftime : you ftiortly fliall heare more. 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe, ; 

And that I hope willteach you to imagine. 

Enter a d^effenger with L etters. 

Thefe to your Majcfty, this to the Queen. 

King. From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Sailers my Lord they lay, Flaw them not. 

They were given me by he received them ^ 

Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you fhall hfiare them : leave us. 
Highandmighty,yothfhalIknow lam fet naked on youc King- 
dome :to morrow ftiafl lbeg leave to iee your Kingly eyes, when 
I lhall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
my fudden retgme.:,/; 

What fhould this meane ? are all the reft come backe ? 

Or is it fome abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King.'Ji^Hamlets Naked! 

And in a poft-feript herehe fries alone. 

Can you devife me ? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him come, 
frwarmes the very .ficknefte in my heart, 

1 hat I live,and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 

L King* 
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